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prudery was shocked at Baden, where men
and women go pell mell in boiling mineral
water. I saw there a beautiful Hungarian
woman who hid her face with her hands, not
having, like Turkish women, a shirt. You
would find here magnificent furs for nothing.
Good-by; I am not well pleased with your
last letter.

CLXII.

PARIS, Sunday, November 27, 1854.
IT is very unfortunate to lose one's
friends, but it is a calamity which one may
avoid only by a greater calamity, which is
not to like anybody. Above all, one must
not forget the living for the dead. You
should have come to see me instead of writ-
ing to me. We might have talked on the
vanities of this world. I remained all day
by the fireside in misanthropic disposition.

CLXIII.

LONDON, July 20, 1856.
I HAVE found here people so amiable that
it is evident they are very lonely.    I metdently.he replied, "At your
